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I hauc a way to winne their loucs againe 
Bring them before me. 

Baft. I will feeke them out. 

Iohn. Nay, but make hafte: the better fpote before, 

O, let me hauc no fubieft enemies, 

When aduerfc Forrcyners affright my Townes 
With dreadfull pompe of flout inuafion. 

Be Mercuric, let feathers to thy hcelcs. 

And flye (like thought) from them, to me againe* 

Baft* The fpiric of the time fhall teach me fpecd.£.Wf 

lohtt. Spoke like a fprightfull Noble Gentleman. 

Go after him : for he perhaps fhall neede 
Some Meffengcr betwixt me, and the Pecrcs, 

- And be thouhcc. 

Af?f, With all my heart, my Liege. 

Iohn. My mother dead ? 

Enter Hubert. 

Hub. My Lord, they fay fiuc Moones were feene to 
Foure fixed, and the fife did whirlc about ^ (night: 
The other foure, in wondrous motion. 

I oh. Fiue Moones ? 

Hub . Old men, and Beldames,in the ftieecs 
Do prophefic vpon it dangcroufly : 

Yong Arthurs death is common in their mouths. 

And when they talke ofjbim, they fhake their heads, 

And whifper one another in the care. 

And he that fpeakes, doth gripe the hearers wrift, 
Whilft he that hcarcs, makes fearefull action 
With wrinkled brovves, with nods, with rolling eyes. 
Ifawa Smith (land with his hammer (thus) 

The whilft his Iron aid on the Anuile coole, 

With open mouth fwal lowing a Taylors newes. 

Who with his Sheercs, and Meafure in his hand. 
Standing; on flippers, which his nimble hafle 
Had fallely thruft vpon contrary feete, 

Told of a many tboufand warlike French, 

That were embattsilqd, at\d rank’d m Kent. 

Another leanc, vnwafh’d Artificer, 

Cuts off his talc, and talkcs of Arthurs death. 

Ic, Why fcek'ft thou to poffcffe me with thefe fearcs? 
Why vrgeft thou lb ofiyong Arthurs death ? 

Thy hand hath murdred him : 1 had a mighty caufe 
To wifhhim dead, but thou hadft none to kill him. 

HNohad (my Lord?)why,did you not prouoke me ? 

Iohn. It is the curie of Kings, ro be attended 
By flaucs, that take their humors for a warrant, 
Tobre^kc within thq bloody houfeoflife. 

And on the winking of Authoritic 
To vnderftand a Law; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous Maicfty, when perchance it frowncs 
More vpon humor, then aduis’d rcfpedl. 

Hub. Hcere is your hand and Seale for what I did. 

Ioh. Oh, when thelaft accompt twixt heauen & earth 
Is to be made, then fhall this hand.and Seale 
Witneffe againft vs to damnation. 

How oft the fight of arcane s to do ill deeds. 

Make deeds ill done ? Had’il not thou beenc by, 

A fellow by the hand of Nature mark'd. 

Quoted, and fign’d to do a deede of fhamc. 

This murthcr had not come into my mindc. 

But taking note of thy abhorr’d Afpcft, 

Finding thee fit forbloody villanie j , 

Apt, liable to be employ’d in.danger, 

I faintly broke with thee oi Arthurs death ; ( 

And thou, to be endeered to a King, 

Made it no confidence to deftroy a Prince. 
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Hub, My Lord. 

M.Had’ft thou but fhooke thy head, or mad 
When I fpakc darkcly, what I purpofed: C a P a uf 

Or turn'd an eye of doubt vpon my face; 

As bid me tell my tale in exprefle words i 
Decpcflhamchad firuck me dumbe,mademeb 
And thofe thy feares, might haue wrought fear’ 
But, thou didft vnderftand me by my fignes ** lnn3 ‘ 
And didft in fignes againe parley with fin n * ? 

Yea,without flop, didft let thy heart confent 
And confequantly, thy rude hand to a<Sc * 

The deed, which both our tongues held yilde to 
Outofmy fight, and neuerfeememore: 

My Nobles leaue me, and my State is braued 
Euen at ray gates, with rankes offortaipnepo*^ . 
Nay,'in the body of this fleflily Land, * S * 

This kingdome, this Confine of blood, and breathe 
Hoftilitie, and ciuill tumult reignes 
Bctwecnc my confluence, and my Cofins death. 

Hub. Armc you againft your other enemies. 
lie make a peace becweenc your fioule, and you, 

Yong Arthur is aliuc : This hand of mine 
Isyct a maiden, and an innocent hand. 

N ot painted with the Crimfon fpots of blood,- 
Within this bofomc, neuer entred yet 
The dreadfull motion of a murderous thought, 

And you haue flander’d Nature in my forme. 

Which hovvfoeuer rude exteriorly, 

0 Is yetthecouer of afayrer minde, 

Then to be butcher of an innocent childe, 

lobn. Doth Arthur hue PO haft thee to tbePeeres 
Throw this report on their inccnthd rage, 

And make them tame to their obedience. 

Forgiue the Comment that my paffionmadc 
Vpon thy feature, for my rage was blinde. 

And foulc immaginarie eyes of blood 
Prcfentcd thee more hideous then thou art. 

Oh, anfwcr not; but to my Cloffet bring) 

The angry Lords, with all expedient haft, 

I coniure thee but flowly: run more faft. Excrn 


Sccena Tertia. 


Enter Arthur on the wallet, 

Ar . The Wall is high, and yet will I leape downc. 
Good ground be pittifull,and hurt me not: 

There’s few or none do know me, if they did, 
ThisShip-boyes fembjance hath difguis’d me quite, 

I am afraidc, and yet He venture it. 

If I get downe, and do not breake my limbes, 
lie finde a thoufand fhifts to get away; 

As good to dye, and go; as dye, and ftay. 

Oh me,my Vnckles fpirit is in thefe ftones, 
Heauen take my fioule,and England keep my bones. Dii 

Snter Pembroke .Salts bury >& Bigot. 

Sal. Lords, I will meet him at S.Edmondsbwj, 

It is our faferie, and we mud embrace 
This gentle offer of the perillo.us time. 

Pem . Who brought that Letter from the Cardinal / 
Sal. The Count Meloone, a Noble Lord of France, 
Whole priuate with me of the Dolphi.nes louc, 

Is much more general, then thefe lines import. ^ 
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——To morrow morning let vs tnccte him then, j 
^4 Or rather then fet forward, for ’twill be 
. „ Atves iourncy (Lords)or ere we meece. 

Tvv0 long ^ cs* 

n, ft Once more to day well met, diflemper’d Lords, 

V 'f lth . 0 ’cs the print of blood where ere it walkcs. 
f j ce ll him fo : we know'the worft. 

Re S- Wh3t crC y0 “ thinkc ^ o6d words 1 thinkc 

vverebeft. 

/ our oreefes, and not our manners reafon now. 
{j gut there is little reafon in your greefe. 

Therefore ’twere ieafon you had manners now. 
i §j rj p.r, impatience hath his pri.uledge. 
is 0 . ’Tis tiue, to hurt his maftcr, no mans clfe. 
c / This is the prifon: What is he lyes heere ? 

/oh death,made pre ud with pure 5c princely bcuty, 
The earth had nor a hole to hide this deede. 

Sal Marcher, as hating what himfeHc hath done, 

Doth lay it open to vrge on reuengc. 

Birr Or when hedoom d this Bcautte to a graue, 

pouitd >t too precious Princely, for a grauc. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what thtnkeyou? you itaue beheld. 
Or haue you read, or hcaro, or could you thinkc ? 

Or do youalmoft thinlce, alchoughyou fee. 

That you do fee ? Could thought, without this obie£ 
Forme fudh another ? This is the very top, 

The height! 1 , the Creft : orCreftvntothe Creft 
Of murthers Armes: This is the bloodieft fltante. 

The wddeft Sauagery, the vildeft Broke 
That cuer wall-ey’d wrath, or Bating rage 
prefented to the tcares offoft remorfe. 

Pern. All murthcr* paB, do Band excus’d in this: 
Andthisfofole.afldfo vnmatcheable, 

Shall giue a holineffe, a puritie, 

To the yet vnbegotr en finne of times; 

And prone a deadly blood-fhcd,buc a icB, 

Exampled by this heynous fpeflacle. 

'Bajl. It is a damned.and a bloody wcu kc. 

The gtacelefle a6Tion of a hearty hand, 

Ifthatit be the workc ofany hand. 

Sal, If that it be the worke of any hand ? 

Wchad a lcindc of light, what would etifite: 

It is the fhamefull worke of Huberts hand, 
Thepra£hce,and thepurpofe ofthe king: 

Fromwhofe obediencel forbid my foule. 

Kneeling before this mine of fweete life, 

And breathing to his breathleBe Excellence 
Thelnccnfeofa Vow,aholy Vow: 

Neuer totafle the pleafures ofthe world, 

Neuer tobeinfeiled with delight, 

Nor conuerfant with Eafe,and ldlcnefTe, 

Till I haue fet a glory to this hand. 

By giuing it the worlhip of Reucnge. 

Pem. Big, Our foules rcligioufly confirme thy words. 
l-uter Hubert. 

Hub. Lords, I am hot with hafie, in feektng you, 
Arthur doth liue, theltinghath fent for you> : 

Sal. Oh he isboM, attdbluBiesnot at death, 

Auant thou hateful! villain,gct thee gone. 0 ' Cthe Law? t 
Hu. Iamnovillaine. .itjir.r. Sal. Mufllrob 
Bafl. Your fword isbright fir, put itvp agaihe. 

Sal. Not till I (heath it in amurthftfers skin. 
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Hub. Stand backc Lord Salsbury,ftand backe I fay • 
By heauen, I thinke my fword’s as fliarpe as yours. 

I would not haue you (Lord) forget your fclfe. 

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence; 

Leaft I p by marking of your rage, forget 
your Worth, your Greatncffe, and Nobility. 

Big. Out dunghill: dar’ft thou braue a Nobleman ? 
Hub. Not for my life : But yet I dare defend 
My innocent life againft ail Emperor. 

Sal. ThouartaMurtherer. 

Hub, Do not proue me fo : 

Yet I am none. Whofe tongue fo ere fpeakes falfe, 

Not truely fpeakes : who fpeakes not truly, Lies. 

Pem. Cut him topecces. 

Baft. Keepe the peace, I fay. 

Sal . Stand by, or 1 (hall ga.ul you Faulconbridge, 

Baft. Thou wer’c better gaul the diuell Salsbury* 
if thou but frowne on me, or ftirre thy foote. 

Or teach thy haftie fplecne to do me fhame, 
lie ftrike thee dead. Put vp thy fword berime. 

Or lie fo nianle you, and your tofting-Iroo,. 

That you ftiall thinke the diuell is come from hell. 

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Panic on bridge ? 
Second a Villaine, and a Murthcrcr ? 

Hub. Lord Bigot 3 lam none. 

Big. Who kill'd this Prince ? 

Hub, ’Tis not an houre fincc I left him well: 

I honourid him, 1 lou s dhim,and will weepe 
My date of life out, for his fweete liucs Ioffe. 

Sal. Truft not thofe cunning waters of his cycs f 
For villanie isnot without fuch rheume. 

And he, long traded in it, makes it feeme 
LikcRiuersofremorfeand innoccncie. 

Away with me, all you whofe foules abhorre 
Th’vnclcanly fauours of a Slaughter-houfc, 

For I am ftifled with this fmell of finne. 

Big. A way, to ward Buric 7 to the Dolphin there. 
P.There tel the king,he may inquire vs out Ex.Loyds. 
Ba. Here’s a good world:knewyou of this faire work? 
Beyond the infinite and boundleffe reach ofmercic, 

(If thou didft this deed ofdcatb) art^ damn’d Hubert* 
Hub Do but ncare me fir. 

Baft. Ha? lie tell thee what. 

Thoffrt damn'd as blacke, nay nothing is fo blacke. 
Thou art more deepe damif d then Prince Lucifer: 

There is not yet fo vgly a fiend of hell 
As thou (halt be, if thou didft kill this childe. 

Hub , Vpon my foule- 
Baft. If thou didft but confent 
To this mod cruell A61: dobutdifpaire, 

And ifthou want’ftaCord, thefmalleftthred 
(iThat euer Spider twilled from her wombe 
Will ferue to ftrangle thee: A rufh will be a beanie 
To hang thee on. Orwouldft thou drowne thy ielfc. 
Put hue a little water in a fpocne. 

And it (hall be as all the Ocean, 

Enough to ftifle fuch a villaine vp. 

I-do fufpedl thee very greeuoufly. 

Bub. If I in a6l, confent, or finne of thought* 

Be guiltier of the Healing that fweete breath 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay. 

Let hell want paines enough to torture me: 
Ilefthim-weil. 

Baft, Go, beare him in thine armes: 

I am amaz’d me thinkes, andloofemy way 
Among the thornes,and danger soi this world. 
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